FALSE COLOURS
we met would depend upon nothing but chance. The
thought of her stumbling alone over ground which the
hardiest peasant would have been glad to avoid,
concerned at my disappearance and presently chilled
to the bone, was agonizing enough, but the thought
of her falling, as I had, but not escaping, as I had,
some serious hurt, not only tore at my heart-strings,
but, because it was so likely, became an expectation
which fed, like some fire, upon my nerves. I saw myself
searching, yet not knowing where to look nor even
where I was looking, because I was lost myself: I saw
myself struggling to save her, when already the
mischief was done: I heard myself shouting * Olivia/
and yet, because she was past hearing, shouting her
name in vain: and I saw myself, frantic, plunging
down to the castle to summon a belated assistance
which I knew in my heart that only the dawn could
give. . . .
A prey to these horrid reflections, I fought my way,
like a madman, away from the sound of the fall, for
my one idea was to come to the end of the cliff, which
like some relentless wall, was blocking my way: but
the progress I made was shocking, for again and again
I missed my footing and fell and, because the slope
was so steep, when I fell I fell down the mountain and
had then to climb back to the clift before I went on,
At last, in desperation, I seized the trunk of a fir-tree
which was growing beside the cliff and started between
the two to hoist myself up, now using some niche as
foothold and now the stump of some bough: all the
time I was horribly troubled in case I should find in a
moment that I had been wasting my time, for I was
as good as blindfold, and for all I knew the fir-tree
was leaning away from the difi
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